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" Did you notice the sneer of M. Marescot before
the portrait?"

, "What a low fellow the mayor is! When you
dine in a house, hang it! you should show some re-
spect towards the curios."

"Madame Bordin!" said Bouvard.

"Ah! that one's a schemer. Don't annoy me by
talking about her."

Disgusted with society, they resolved to see no-
body any more, but live exclusively by themselves
and for themselves.

And they spent days in the wine-cellar, picking
the tartar off the bottles, re-varnished all the furni-
ture, enamelled the rooms; and each evening, as they
watched the wood burning, they discussed the best
system of fuel.

Through economy they tried to smoke hams, and
attempted to do the washing themselves. Germaine,
whom they inconvenienced, used to shrug her shoul-
ders. When the time came for making preserves she
got angry, and they took up their station in the bake-
house. It was a disused wash-house, where there
was, under the faggots, a big, old-fashioned tub, ex-
cellently fitted for their projects, the ambition having
seized them to manufacture preserves.

Fourteen glass bottles were filled with tomatoes
and green peas. They coated the stoppers with quick-
lime and cheese, attached to the rims silk cords, and
then plunged them into boiling water. It evaporated;
they poured in cold water; the difference of tempera-
ture caused the bowls to burst. Only three of them
were saved. Then they procured old sardine boxes,
put veal cutlets into them, and plunged them into a
vessel of boiling water. They came out as round as